THE ART OF BOOK-MAKING

and some strange-favoured being, generally clothed
in black, would steal forth, and glide through the
rooms, without noticing any of the surrounding
objects. There was an air of mystery about this that
piqued my languid curiosity, and I determined to
attempt the passage of that strait, and to explore the
unknown regions beyond. The door yielded to my
hand, with that facility with which the portals of en-
chanted castles yield to the adventurous knight-errant.
I found myself in a spacious chamber, surrounded
with great cases of venerable books. Above the cases,
and just under the cornice, were arranged a great
number of black-looking portraits of ancient authors.
About the room were placed long tables, with stands
for reading and writing, at which sat many pale,
studious personages, poring intently over dusty
volumes, rummaging among mouldy manuscripts,
and taking copious notes of their contents. A hushed
stillness reigned through this mysterious apartment,
excepting that you might hear the racing of pens over
sheets of paper, or occasionally, the deep sigh of one
of these sages, as he shifted his position to turn over
the page of an old folio; doubtless arising from that
hollowness and flatulency incident to learned research.
Now and then one of these personages would write
something on a small slip of paper, and ring a bell,
whereupon" a familiar would appear, take the paper
in profound silence, glide out of the room, and return
shortly loaded with ponderous tomes, upon which
the other would fall tooth and nail with famished
voracity. I had no longer a doubt that I had hap-
pened upon a body of magi, deeply engaged in the
study of occult sciences. The scene reminded me of
an old Arabian tale, of a philosopher shut up in an
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